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and depressed. Neither of them could eat and each grumbled
at the other for not eating, Before dinner Schwob had de-
scribed to me the fearful depression of spirit accompanied by
inability to work, which has held him for several months. Every
morning he got up feeling, " Well, another day, and I can da
nothing, I have nothing to look forward to, no future." And
speaking of my novel, " Leonora ", he said : " You have got
hold of the greatest of all themes, the agony of the older genera-
tion in watching the rise of the younger." Yet he is probably
not 40.
Tuesday, September zgth.
Last night, in talking of Kipling's literary power, Marcel
Schwob said that an artist could not do as he liked with his
imagination; it would not stand improper treatment, undue
fatigue etc. in youth; and that a man who wrote many short
stories early in life (Schwob seemed to think short-story-writing
very exhausting to the imaginative power) was bound to decay
prematurely. He said that he himself was going through this
experience. He was in a very black and despondent mood when
he said this. The observation seemed to me to be interesting,
but it did not convince me.
Thursday, October ist.
" Leonora " appeared, my tenth book, and my fifth published
novel. But Chatto has two novels in hand, " Love and Life " 1
and " Teresa ", which, I hope, never will be published.
Sunday, October 4th.
I walked up to Sacr^ Cceur, and took the funicular up to the
portals of the church. Environs of church: memento shop,
image shop, church accessory shop. Tickets for entrance to
crypt, belfry, and tower. The horrible unfinished look of the
front, with aged hoardings and scaffolding. I was not much
impressed by the interior. Mass was just finishing. I noticed
the small-boy-acolyte, dressed up and murmuring at the altar.
Concentration of lights etc. round about main altar. Sparse
congregation. Woman collecting at door, and regularly shaking
her bag at two-second intervals. Meanly dressed clerks taking
1 This was the title of the serial he had written for Tillotsons under
the pen name of Sampson King, see p. 87.